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Loues labour's lojfj 

Peda, And certcs the text raoft infallibly concludes it SSrT 
doe muite y ou too, you (hall not fay roe day : pauca verba * 

A way, the gcridcs&re at their game, and we will to ourreerta. 
atlon * Ex unt. 

Enter Ecrowne with aPaperinhishand,alone. 

Bern. The King he is hunting the Deare 
I am courling my felfc. 

plt / ht , a T °y M a™ «>yling ina pyteh, pitch that dc- 
hlesj dcfilea foule word .- Well, fet thee do wne form w; forfo 

they fay the foole laid, and lo fay I, and I the took : well proued 
wn> By the Lord this Loue is as mad as eAiax, it kils flicepe, it 
kills mce,l a fliecp :W el] proued a game a my fide. I will not loue: 
if I doe hang mee yfanh.I wil!noc.O but her eye: by this light 
but for her eye 1 would not lot'e her ; yes, for he? two eyes! 

S I e^n C T n / T 8 ,n • h f-T I f buI lyc > and ] y £ in m y throatc* 
By hcauen I doe loue, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 

lkhiV> ° w n 1 ’ m \ £re , 1S part of my Rime > and hcere my mal- 
lichohc. Well, Ihe hath onca’my.Sonnets already, the Clowne 

bore it, the fook lent it, and the Lady hath it : fweet Clowne, 
iwceter Foole, lweeteft Lady. By the world, I would not care l 
pin if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper, 
G od giue him grace to grosze* r 

He Bands afide. The Kina entreth. 

Km. Aymce! 

l h u fe h «r ;p, : oce , ede fwcet haft thumps 
bun with thy Birdbolt vnderthe left pap :in faithfccrets 

King. So fweet a kifTc the golden Sunne giues not. 

To thofe frelh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their freflj rayfe haue fmot. 

The night of dew that on mycheekesdowneflowcs. 

Nor fnnaes the bluer Moonc one halfe fo bright. 

Through the tranfparant bofouie of the deepe, 

Asdochthy face through tcarcs of mine giue light 
Thou fliin’ftin eucry teare that 1 doe weepe. 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee& 

So rideit thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold thetearcs that fwell in me, 

4«d they thy glory through my griefs wilifho.w;. 

■ But. 
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Loues Labour s loft. 

But doenot loue thy felfc,then thou wilt keepe 
Mytcaresforglafres,andflillmakcme weepe, 

O Qneenc of Quccncs,ho\v farre doft thou excell; 

JNo thought can thinkc, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall ihe know my griefes?Ile drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues fhade folly. Who is becomes hecr ? 

Enter Longauile. The King fleptaftde. 

VihstLongauill, and reading i liften care. 

E'er. Now in thy likeneffe, one more foole appeare. 

Long. Ay me, I am forfworne. 

* Ben. Why,hecomes in like a periure, wearingpapers. 
Long. In loue I hope, fweet fellowfliip in flume; 

Ber. One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am Ithefitft, that haue beeneperiur’d fo? 

B er. I could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know 
Thou makclithc triurophery, the corner cap offocietic. 

The (hape of Loues Tiburne, that hangs vp fimplicitie’, 

Lon. 1 fearc thefe ftubborn lines lack power to moue. ■ 

O fweet Maria, Emprcifeof my Loue, 

Thefenumbcrs will I teare, and writein profe. 

Ber. O Rimcsare gardson wanton . Cupids hofc„ 

Diingure not his Sliop. 

Lon. Thijfamefliallgoc. 

Hereades the Sonnet; 
not the heanenly Rhetor ich of thine eye, 
ILSGainB whom the world cannot hold arqurnenf 
Per [wade my heart to thisfalfe periurie / 

V owes forthee broke deferttes not puntjhmcnt. 

A , woman I for [wore , but -I win prone, 

Tho H being a Goddejfe, Iforfwore not theei 
My vow was earthly, then a heanenly- Loue. 

Jdy grace bet ig gain’d, cures all dif grace in me. 

Vowcs are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 

Fxh ^T f , M ' reSHn ’ whtch °* m J wth doeff [bine , 
Exhale# this vapor.v 0 ^ in the/it is : 3 ' 

f/roken then it ls no fault ofmi „ e ; 

If by me broke what foolers not fa wife, 

Uo lo Je to win a FaradsfeF 

E \ ’ Mr, ... 
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